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WELCOME TO THE SEVENTH ISSUE OF STANDARD ISSUE TRAINWRECK-OF-A-MAGAZINE!!! 

We’re two years old now! We got spit on the cake when we blew out the candles, but you were in the 
bathroom when it happened so you don’t know! And now you’re eating the cake! Fucking grooooooss! 

-Ben Jensen, Ottawawesome, April 15th, 2009 



STANDARD iSSUE FIRE-BREATHING HIP¬ 
PY-KILLING CHILD-HATING TRAINWRECK- 
OF-A-MAGAZINE #7 WAS MADE BY THIS 
BUNCH OF SCUZZES: 

Writer guys and girls: Steve Adamyk, Mor¬ 
gan Cook, Sarah Ford, Ben Jensen, Em¬ 
manuel Sayer, Carruthers Squire McLaugh¬ 
lin, Dave Secretary 

Artists/Comix makers: Ben Jensen, Kyle 
Pellet, Splatter 

Photo-taking men: Steve Adamyk, Andrew 
Carver, Ben Courtice, Pierre Richardson 

Front cover: Dirty Donny 

Inside cover graphic: Kyle Pellet 

Layout layout-ers: Adam Begin, Adam 
Jensen 

Patron saint: Kieth Moreland 

Decision-makers: Pabst Blue Ribbon, our 
crotches 


HOWTO HOLLER AT US: 

E-mail: jensen_ben@hotmail.com 

Come hang out with us on the internet 
over over here: myspace.com/standard- 
issuemag 


About Standard iSsue Trainwreck-Of-A-Magazine This is the best magazine in the world and you got it for free cuz we made it for free cuz we made it il¬ 
legally. This magazine is based out of Ottawa(wesome), Ontario, Canada and is eating your mind. To make this magazine (and history), we received no 
financial aid or government grants or any of that nonsense. Our next issue is coming out in July if we’re not too busy skateboarding and bbqing and going 
to shows. If you need to contact Standard iSsue for ANY reason, send an e-mail to jensen_ben@hotmail.com. If you need a street address for an album 
you want reviewed or something, e-mail me and ask for it. Our website is STANDARDISSUEMAG.COM and it’s way better than MySpace, but don’t go to our 
website now cuz it’s down. So go to MYSPACE.COM/STANDARDISSUEMAG if you wanna be internet friends with us. We’ve got PDFs of the first six issues up 
there too, in case you were too busy being lame and missed them. There’s also cool shit on there like internerd-only articles and a store where you can stuff 
dollars in our g-strings and we’ll give you shirts or pins or back issues or whatever. 













SOME CRAZY SHIT THAT’S BEEN IN THE NEWS RECENTLY 


ESDAY, APRIL 1,2009 


INDIA 

17 die on Mumbai 
L trains per day: records 

: Passengers on Mumbai’s 
rush-hour trains will tell 
; you that as far as commutes 
i go, theirs is a killer. And 

> they aren’t joking: 17 people 
, died every weekday on the 

■ city’s rail network last year. 

- Figures obtained India’s 
r Right to Information Act 
i show that the lion’s share of 

> fatalities — 3,443 out of a to- 
; tal of 4,357 in 2008 — were 

caused by people being hit 
by trains while trespassing 
on the tracks. The next 
biggest portion of deaths — 
853, or more than three 
every working day — were 
1 of passengers who fell (or 
I were pushed) from trains 
1 that have no doors. Another 
1 41 people perished after be- 

I ing battered by trackside 
poles while hanging out of 
overcrowded trains. Twen¬ 
ty-one were electrocuted by 
power lines as they sat on 
the roof. 

LEBANON 
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The Twins from Brazil: Did Nazi 
doctor Mengele - the Angel of 
Death - cause twin surge in 
South American town? 

By CAROLINE GRANT 


A notorious Nazi doctor known as the 
‘Angel of Death’ is behind an alarming 
number of twins bom in a small Bra¬ 
zilian town, a historian has claimed. 

Josef Mengele was an SS physician 
in Auschwitz concentration camp 
where in a bid to create a master race 
for Adolf Hitler he carried out genetic 
experiments to find the key to produc¬ 
ing twins. The aim was to artificially 
increase the Aryan birthrate. 

In 1945 he fled the advancing Red 
Army and made his way to South 
America. 

It is there that the medic, who is 
believed to have been responsible 
for up to 400,000 deaths in medical 
experiments at Auschwitz, may have 
succeeded in his mission. 

Baffled scientists had been struggling 
to come up with a reason for the high 
proportion twins in the tiny Brazilian 
town of Candido Godoi - most of 
them blond-haired and blue-eyed. A 
staggering one in five pregnancies 
there have resulted in the birth of 
twins - the usual rate is one in 80. 

Argentine historian Jorge Cama- 
rasa has now come up with an 
astonishing theory. 

In a new book, Mengele: The Angel 
Of Death In South America, he has 
pieced together the Nazi doctor’s 
later years after his flight in the face 
of the Red Army advance. The Rus¬ 
sian forces liberated Auschwitz on 
January 27,1945. 

The residents of the Brazilian town 
claim Mengele made repeated visits 
there in the early 1960s. He first 



Nazi doctor Josef Mengele is behind 
the high proportion of blond-haired, 
blue-eyed twins in a Brazilian town, 
according to a new book 

claimed to be a vet but then offered 
medical treatment to the women, pro¬ 
viding them with strange potions and 
tablets and asking for blood samples. 

After spending time in Argentina 
and Paraguay, in 1963 Mengele 
started making regular trips to the 
predominantly German farming 
community in Brazil. 

Mr Camarasa claims it was soon 
after that the birthrate of twins 
began to spiral. 

‘I think Candido Godoi may have 
been Mengele’s laboratory, where 
he finally managed to fulfil his 
dreams of creating a master race of 
blond-haired, blue-eyed Aryans,’ 
he said. ‘There is testimony that 
he attended women, followed their 
pregnancies, treated them with new 
types of drugs and preparations, that 


he talked of artificial insemination in 
human beings, and that he continued 
working with animals, proclaiming 
that he was capable of getting cows 
to produce male twins.’ 

The town’s official crest shows two 
identical profiles and a road sign 
welcomes visitors to a ‘Farming 
Community And Land Of The 
Twins’. There is also a museum, the 
House Of The Twins. 

In a bid to solve the mystery, former 
mayor and town doctor Anencia 
Flores da Silva spoke to hundreds 
of people. There was one name that 
kept recurring in their stories - a 
medic calling himself Rudolph Weiss. 

Dr da Silva said: ‘He attended wom¬ 
en who had varicose veins and gave 
them a potion which he carried in a 
bottle, or tablets which he brought 
with him. ‘Sometimes he carried out 
dental work, and everyone remem¬ 
bers he used to take blood.’ 

Mengele lived in freedom in Brazil for 
18 years. He drowned in a swimming 
accident there in 1979 when he was 
68. Genetic tests were carried out on 
the remains to prove Mengele died 
thereby bringing to an end decades of 
rumours that he was still alive with 
reported sighting from places as far 
apart as Portugal and the U.S. 

The 1978 feature film The Boys 
From Brazil had as its plot Mengele 
hiding in South America with plans 
to begin a Fourth Reich with other 
Nazi sympathisers. The plan of 
Mengele, played by Gregory Peck, 
is to recreate the childhood of Hitler 
for the 95 young boys he cloned 
from the Nazi leader. A 
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Zilpha Keatley Snyder 
Song of the Gargoyle 


SONG OF THE GARGOYLE 
by Zilpha Keatly Snyder 

I’m pretty much like a ball hair away from being 
an insomniac. I can’t count how many thousands 
of hours I’ve spent lying in bed staring at the 
ceiling, feeling my body ache and praying that 
my mind will let it get some rest. If there was a 
movie about my life, it would probably be called 
“I HAVE A HARD TIME FALLING ASLEEP: I Have A 
Hard Time Falling Asleep.” 

Which is pretty much why I’m pleased as punch 
that I found my copy of Song Of The Gargoyle in a 
cardboard box beside a dumpster. I picked it up 
because it looked like some Dungeons and Drag¬ 
ons bullshit that I could totally phone in a review 
of. The cover’s got like some kid dressed like 
a court jester and he’s playing a penny whistle 
while making some serious eyes at a statue of a 
dog with a rope around its neck. Does this actu¬ 
ally happen in the book? Fucked if I know. Every 
time I try to read this book, I get as far as about 
halfway through the second chapter before I feel 
my eyelids get heavier. Usually, I wake up to 
discover two things: 

a) The book is lying on my chest in a tent-like 
position, and; 

b) I’ve just spent the last eight hours sleeping 
like a goddamn baby on Valium. 

I’ve tried reading this book like seven or eight 
times. I don’t really remember anything about 
the chapter that I’m able to get through, but I’m 
not even close to complaining. Seriously, guys. 
This shit knocks me out quicker than a drunk sin¬ 
gle mother at a basement show on Canada Day. 


8g IMW 
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Writing by Carruthers Squire McLaughlin. 

CORCHO BLISS by Austin Olsen 

YEEHAW! Cowboys are pretty fucking cool! Wear¬ 
ing bullet belts, hanging out with crazy Mexicans 
and eating cans of beans that were cooked by 
tossing them into a fire and then carefully pulling 
them out before they explode. It’s pretty much 
like being a crust punk except with riding horses 
instead of buying a Discharge patch off the inter¬ 
net with your dad’s credit card. 

If you’ve never heard of Corcho Bliss, you’d bet¬ 
ter sit the fuck down and listen up. Dude was a 
faster gunfighter than Billy The Kid and charm¬ 
ing as shit! He sold illegal guns, won plenty of 
poker games, led a rebel army in some sort of 
war against Texas, got shitfaced plenty, found 
a whole bunch of buried treasure and even got 
married! How do I know all this? Because I 
found and read this biography of Corcho Bliss. 

I’m pretty sure that not much is known about 
his early life, because Austin Olsen doesn’t re¬ 
ally touch on that at all. He mostly centers on 
a month, give or take, in the life of Bliss, de¬ 
scribing events in which he got by on his good 
luck and skill, despite the bumbling slapstick 
tomfoolery of those around him. Fake wed¬ 
dings, train robberies, and arrests by Federal 
Marshalls must have been everyday occurrences 
for Corcho cuz he was totally always ready with 
a snappy wisecrack, no matter how daunting or 
confusing the situation was. 

The story of Corcho Bliss’ life could easily be 
turned into a movie. Every part of this book has 
an extremely cinematic quality, right down to 
the front cover, which boasts: 



the ... 

nitty 

gritty 

by FRANK BONHAM 


illusl rated 


THE NITTY GRITTY by Frank Bonham 

Bullies are dickholes. Uncles will constantly lie to 
you. Growing up in the ghetto is hard. Am I lay¬ 
ing down some heavy knowledge right now? Then 
you might as well read The Nitty Gritty by Frank 
Bonham. Me? I wish I had never bothered. 


MORE GRIT THAN TRUE GRIT 
BIGGER THAN LITTLE BIG MAN 
FUNNIER THAN CAT BALLOU 

If they ever made a movie version of Corcho Bliss 
by Austin Olsen, the poster could say: 

MORE REALISTIC THAN WILD WILD WEST 
A LITTLE BIT SEXIER THAN CITY SLICKERS II: THE 
LEGEND OF CURLY’S GOLD 

Corcho Bliss ain’t no pretty boy (this biography 
is so intense that it even has me talking like 
a cowboy! Whoa!), so I’d suggest a man with 
handsome, yet rugged looks play him in the 
movie version. A man like Liam Neeson or San¬ 
dra Bernhard. Either one of those dudes could 
totally pull it off pretty easy. 


This book is seriously not even worth talking 
about. Like three chapters are devoted to the 
main character sifting through a pile of garbage 
to find bottles, bricks and scrap metal that he 
can sell. Why does he need money? To invest 
in his uncle’s latest get-rich-quick scheme. And 
what is that scheme? Illegal cockfighting. 

The second worst part about this whole fucking 
story is that Bonham couldn’t even write an in¬ 
teresting scene that involves one rooster killing 
another while drunk men hoot and gawk. The 
absolute worst part is that some publishing com¬ 
pany let this hack get away with some serious 
bullshit. They probably even paid him for it. 
Fuck this book. So much. 

6 
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Writing and drawing by Ben Jensen. 


Alright, I’m here to tell you about one tough son- 
of-a-bitch of a fish called the Snakehead Fish. 
“Why would anyone name a fish such a thing?”, you 
ask. “Fish have fish heads, everyone knows that.” 
Not this fish. It’s called the Snakehead Fish cuz 
it basically looks like some sick fuck took a thick 
brown fish’s body and sewed a snake’s head to it, 
fangs and all. In the first half of the 1800s, P.T. 
Barnum used to exhibit the preserved corpse of a 
‘Fiji Mermaid’ in his museum of oddities, but that 
was just the head and torso of a monkey sewn to 
the body of a fish. It looked crazy and scary, and 
he made a ton of money showing it to people, 
but that shit was fake. So forget about it. The 
Snakehead Fish ALSO looks crazy and scary, but it 
is 100% real. So concentrate on that. 

The Snakehead is native mostly to Asia where 
people like to eat them, and, like most of Earth’s 
toughest creatures, has been around the block: for 
at least 50 million years in the Snakehead’s case. 
There are about 35 species of them, and all of 
them are really good at breeding. A co-ed prom 
night in every prison across Texas couldn’t produce 
as many babies as a single female Snakehead can 
in one go. A spawning-age (about two to three 
years old) female can pop out up to 15 000 eggs 
at a time, and she can do that up to five times a 
year. It’s ridiculous. That’s 75 000 potential babies 
a year from one female, and it only takes about six 
months for the mom fish and the dad fish to raise 
those babies into full-grown killing machines. 


head, you’re talking up to three feet and 15 pounds 
of fangs, muscle, and ugly. In either case, by the 
time they’ve hit six months, they’re a full-on top- 
level predator that’ll treat any pond they’re in like 
a fat guy treats the 99 cent menu at Taco Bell. (He 
indiscriminately eats the shit out of it.) 

These toothy beasts are always hungry, and they’ll 
decimate anything else that lives in their pond. 
They’ll eat crustaceans and other fish, gripping 
their prey with a thrust attack and then thrashing 
them around in their gnarled jaws until they rip a 
whole chunk of bones, flesh and guts off. 

That’s pretty vicious, but let’s up the crazy: these 
fuckers’ll eat birds too. A fish eating a bird is 
like some apocalyptic shit right up there with frog 
rainstorms or indie rockers suddenly sprouting 
proper male genitalia, but with Snakeheads, it’s 
happening all the time. If an average fish sees 
a bird wading on the surface of the pond, they 
might look at it wistfully and go “hmm, I wonder 
what THAT tastes like? Oh well, I guess I’ll never 
know... hey look, there’s some seaweed or insects 
or whatever the fuck it is that I eat, I’m gonna go 
have some of that instead. Maybe there’s a hook 
hidden in it so I can end my pitiful existence.” 
Not a Snakehead. These are fish who dare to 
dream. If a Snakehead spots a bird wading on 
the surface of their pond, they’ll jump out of the 
water and grab it. Asian fishermen even claim 
they’ve seen Snakeheads bite a man’s hand clean 
off. (Asian fishermen are probably liars.) 


How ‘grown’ is full-grown? In the case of a Dwarf 
Snakehead, you’re talking about ten inches. If 

it’s a Giant 


ake- 



(If you look Snakeheads up on YouTube, you can 
see tons of videos of Snakeheads killing and 
eating, but if you do that, you’ll just end up 
watching videos of gel-haired gym-rat 
douchebags and their friends hang¬ 
ing out in their mom’s suburban 
^ \ _ Florida rec 

room, feed- 

s ^ ^ \ \ ing their 

pet Snake- 
heads 
while 
listening 
to rap- 
rock and 


wearing 
popped 
collars. So 
maybe don’t. 
Cuz you’ll feel 
pretty shitty af¬ 
terwards. Better 
about yourself, but shitty.) 

Since the Snakeheads are basically 
only really good at two things- 
breeding and killing—and since they 
live in ponds, which are pretty small 
bodies of water, isn’t it likely that 
the Snakeheads end up killing abso¬ 
lutely everything else in their pond? 
Yeah, definitely. So what do they do 
they do for food then? Eat each other? 
No. (They’re not above that though; 


when Snakeheads mate, they only breed with a 
partner about the same size as them, or else the 
bigger one just ends up eating the smaller one.) 

When Snakeheads have decimated everything 
else in their pond, they don’t start eating each 
other. (Well, maybe a little.) Their big disgust¬ 
ing jaundiced eyes don’t fill with tears of self- 
pity. And they don’t give up and wait to starve 
to death either. They do what any bad-ass fish 
would do and walk to the next pond. 

That’s right. They get out of the water and 
they walk to the next pond. There’s two rea¬ 
sons they can do this. One is that Snakeheads 
are very muscular and can use their bodies to 
slowly wriggle their way across land. The sec¬ 
ond is that they have a primitive lung-type sys¬ 
tem behind their brain, in addition to their gills. 
(Some people call this dual-respiratory system a 
“hermaphrodite lung system”, which is a term I 
made up, and hope will catch on in the scientific 
community and not end up being some shitty 
industrial band’s name.) They can last on land 
for up to three days as long as they stay wet, 
and while they’re walking, with a bit of luck and 
stealth, they might manage to eat some rats and 
snakes to tide them over til they eat the entire 
next pond they get to. 

Just imagine you were walking around in a wood¬ 
ed area between two ponds-maybe you’re bare- 
foot-and you hear a FWAP FWAP FWAP noise com¬ 
ing from the ground by your feet. How fucked 
up it would be to look down and see three feet 
of the ugliest fish you’ve ever seen “walking” by 
you like a giant slimy brown severed arm in the 
throes of death? Oh man: imagine it brushed 
against your skin. Gross, right? 

Every once in a while, you hear about a Snake¬ 
head Fish being discovered in a pond in the 
States or the UK. When this happens, govern¬ 
ments don’t fuck around. They usually either 
poison the pond, or they pretend they’re 19th 
century psychiatrists and the pond is homosexual 
and they try to “cure” it by electro-shocking the 
hell out of it. (And a lot of the time it takes a 
combination of techniques or multiple tries to 
wipe out the Snakehead population of a pond; 
these things are tougher than Rasputin.) They 
do whatever they can to kill everything in the 
pond before the Snakeheads do that anyway AND 
kill everything in the next pond. And the next 
pond. And the next pond. And the next pond. 

Cuz you gotta kill 'em. If you catch a Snake¬ 
head that was raised in the wild and put it in 
a tank, it’ll either jump out (if you’re dumb 
enough to leave it uncovered) or it’ll charge up 
and ram the sides until it knocks it over, then 
it’ll just shout all sorts of Chinese curses at 
you over its shoulder as it trudges away though 
the broken glass on the floor. I also picture it 
smoking a stogie somehow, and it’ll probably 
steal all your beer on the way out too. Well, 
probably not, but it’s a funny image and I’m 
trying to end this article on a bang. ^ 
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Interview by Ben Jensen, photos by Andrew Carver. 

Bad news for you, cool guy: I took another stab at interviewing a band. I should 
probably find a cramped, jagged hole to sit and wait to die in instead of making 
more lame, awkward interviews, and yet, here we are - another terrible inter¬ 
view by me has raped its way into your brain through the magic of STANDARD iS- 
SUE. And if you think this interview isn’t as bad as your family getting killed, or 
watching old people eat, keep in mind all the dead silences and boring bits got 
edited out already. 

The GOOD news is, I chose to interview DEMON’S CLAWS! You probably don’t need 
to be told that DEMON’S CLAWS are a country-garage-punk monster of a band from 
Montreal, with releases on IN THE RED, P.TRASH, PROFET, ROB’S HOUSE and now 
TELEPHONE EXPLOSION. The only thing you need to know is that this interview 
took place in BABYLON here in Ottawa right after the NO BUNNY show (DEMON’S 
CLAWS were openers), and that Pat has a heavy French-Canadian accent, so when 
he says ‘campfire’, he says it like ‘campFIRE’; when he says ‘absinthe’, he pro¬ 
nounces it french-ly; and when he means ‘flashback’, he says ‘backflash’. Those 
are just a few examples. Oh, and he was also plenty drunk when we did this. 



BEN: Last time you guys were here [in Ot¬ 
tawa] was the basement show at A&A SPEED- 
SHOP. Any memories of that? 

PAT METEOR [guitar, vocals]: Like ‘backflashes’? 

Yeah. 

HEAVY J [guitar, vocals]: Pat made out with a 
bum. An armless bum. 

PAT: I kissed... I kissed a MAN I think. 

Pat got pretty drunk that time. Wasn’t it your 
birthday? 

PAT: Yeah! 33! The age of the CHRIST! 

HEAVY J: And they wouldn’t let him into the 
bars on the street near here. He got banned 
from two bars, they wouldn’t let him through 
the door, they thought he was some shit came 
over the bridge from Hull. And they were kinda 
right. 

PAT: [The homeless guy] was playing guitar, he 
was amazing. 

HEAVY J: Pat explored his mouth with his 
tongue. 

PAT: Actually, I don’t remember anything of that 
time but, uh, I’m happy to be here, with my two 
beers tickets. 

But who doesn’t kiss a bum on their birthday? 
HEAVY J: That’s fucking nice of Pat, Pat’s a gen¬ 
erous guy. Pat, I respect you for that. 

PAT: What’s that? 

HEAVY J: You’re a nice guy, that’s cool of you to 
do that. 

PAT: Well, yeah... 

HEAVY J: Pat had a legion of sores on his face 
after. 

PAT: They grew in tiny circles. 

Surrounding the mouth like a target? Like a 
target for bums? 

HEAVY J: Yeah. 

I think you guys have toured pretty extensive¬ 
ly, huh? 

HEAVY J: Uh, yeah, we’ve been through Europe 
and the States and stuff, but that’s about it. 

What’s the best place you’ve played? 

PAT: Japan. 

What made Japan the best? 

HEAVY J: Cuz Pat was so much taller than ev¬ 
erybody. 

PAT: Like a GIANT. [Pause] We never played Ja¬ 
pan. 


No? Well, Chinatown’s only a few blocks away 














from here if you wanna live out your giant fan¬ 
tasy. 

PAT: We just did, like, US and Europe, that’s 
about it. ‘Japan’ was a joke. 

HEAVY J: We’ve been in a sushi shop. 

So what’s the best place you’ve ACTUALLY 
played? 

PAT: We wish we would play in JAPAN. 

Alright, you hear that, Japan? Book Demon’s 
Claws. 

PAT: The best place though, was New Orleans. 
The show got canceled, we got a nice hotel 
room, and we drank absinthe all night on Bour¬ 
bon St. 

Were you gonna open for Lil Wayne? 

PAT: THEY were gonna open for US. 


What’s the worst place you guys’ve played? 
PAT: Fargo. 

Did you really play in Fargo? 

PAT: Yeah, we did. 

I don’t trust you after that whole ‘Japan’ 
thing... 

PAT: No no no! We got there, the show was can¬ 
celed. They gave us a burger and some fries, 
which was cool. [To Heavy J] Remember that? 

HEAVY J: Yeah. 

PAT: Then we played Ms. Pacman, and, uh... af¬ 
ter that, uh... 

HEAVY J: The cops showed us to the edge of 
town. We had a police escort to the edge of 
town. 


So, Fargo you didn’t technically play. 

HEAVY J: No. 

PAT: [Thinking] Actually, Fargo was pretty good. 
The worst place, the real worst place was may¬ 
be... I think it was like.... BABYLON in Ottawa! 

Yeah? I’ve heard of it. I heard there were 
shitty people at that show. 

PAT: I mean, the show was pretty good, and we 
got to play a game at the foos table, and there 
was a glass on top of the machine, so we had a 
flash in the face... 

HEAVY J: Yeah, when you put glass on the foos- 
ball table, you can’t tell how drastically it af¬ 
fects the game when there’s glass on the table. 

[When they were talking about ‘glass on the 
table ’, at the time, I thought they meant there 
was broken glass on the foosball table at Baby- 
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Ion; I realize now they were talking about the 
glass-top protective covering. But hindsight is 
20/20, and at the time, I kept talking about bro¬ 
ken glass at Baby Ion.-Ed.] 

There’s broken glass everywhere here. There 
was broken glass on the stage while you guys 
were playing. 

HEAVY J: Yeah, that was pretty dangerous, we 
could’ve got all cut up. 


burnt all our clothes, and... 

PAT: Nonononono! The thing is, that our driver 
thought the building next to where we played 
was a squat, and he breaked in, and he saw all 
these chemicals, like cool stuff, like, uh, gobe- 
lets and shit like that, you know...? 

Like what? 

HEAVY J: Beakers. Y’know, beakers full of 


PAT: And he took from the bar [we played at the 
night before]. There were giant rows of bottles 
of alcohol in the van. They were stealing them 
or something. I was like “guys! Our stuff is still 
in the bar! Don’t steal a bar like that!” 

Wait, who was this stealing this stuff? This was 
your driver and... 

PAT: And Brian. 


Are the Demon’s 
Claws the most dan¬ 
gerous band in Can¬ 
ada? 

HEAVY J: Uh, it de¬ 
pends if you’re wor¬ 
ried about herpes. 

So what’s going on in 
Montreal right now? 

PAT: Well, we’re play¬ 
ing there tomorrow. 

Well, that’s not 
unusual, you live 
there. 

PAT: We got a new 
record! 

Oh yeah, on TELE¬ 
PHONE EXPLOSION. 

HEAVY J: I’m on wel¬ 
fare now. 

You’re on welfare? 
HEAVY J: Yeah. 


HEAVY J: They pooled 
together to steal all 
the alcohol outta the 
bar and upon filling 
the van [with stolen 
booze], they came to 
notify us that it was 
time to leave, where¬ 
upon we notified 
them that our equip¬ 
ment was still in the 
fuckin’ bar, there was 
no point in taking for¬ 
ty two-sixes of whis¬ 
ky back to Berlin and 
leaving our amplifiers 
and guitars behind. 
They understood and 
unloaded the van and 
put it back... only to 
repeat the same mis¬ 
take an hour later. 

Did they get away 
with it an hour lat¬ 
er? 



My wife works at the welfare office here in 
Ottawa. 

HEAVY J: Yeah, she’s probably nice, they gave 
me a lot of money so I can do my own thing. Pat 
too; we’re both on welfare. I’m 31 and he’s 33 
and we’re both on welfare. 

PAT: I’m not gonna be on welfare forever. I might 
start working. I wanna do something with my LIFE. 

HEAVY J: That’s what happens when you get 
old, and the band never took off the way it 
should’ve. You end up standing in line at the 
welfare office. 

You guys sound like N’ Sync probably does. Is 
Demon’s Claws the new N’ Sync? 

HEAVY J: Yeah, I always thought that. I always 
imagined us taking that avenue. 

Have you guys ever played with N’ Sync? 
HEAVY J: We tried it, but our managers didn’t 
get along, and N’ Sync was intimidated by us. 


chemicals, they were mixed all up. 


PAT: So the driver was like “Guys! Come help me! 
I’ve found the jackpot! We’ve got to load this 
in the van!” And then we got there, and it was 
like “Man, this is a SCHOOL! The kids are com¬ 
ing!” And then, the kids were coming, and the 
teacher showed up. And Brian [DEMON'S CLAWS’s 
drummer-Ed.] showed up at the same time and 
he’s like “Oh we are from Canada!” And she [the 
teacher]' s like “Well, come in my classroom!” 
And Brian’s like “What?” “Yeah, come in my 
classroom!” He’s like “Are you serious?” 


So this is in the morning. 

HEAVY J: Yeah, eight in the morning. 


PAT: But she didn’t wanna like, bust us. She 
wanted us to come and play in her classroom. 
So when we realized that, we were like “Guys! 
There’s like three thousand kids waiting for us! 
Pick up your guitars!” So we started to play... 


HEAVY J: No, again 
we explained to them 
that there was no point. They put it back and 
then that was the last of that episode. 


PAT: I put it back. 


HEAVY J: Ah well yeah, there ya go. 


Was it multiple trips to put it back? I picture 
that being very embarrassing. 

HEAVY J: We were beyond embarrassment at 
that point, but nobody saw it. The bar workers 
were gone, the booker was passed out naked in 
a field, and when he woke up, we explained to 
him what we had done, and he kept thanking us 
for bringing culture to his town, like “thank you 
for bringing culture to my town!” We were like 
“Yeah hey, you’re welcome-you should be call¬ 
ing the cops right now, but yeah”. 


PAT: Just before that, after the show, I said “Let’s 
make a campfire!” Everybody went running and 
they made a campfire. 


PAT [7o Heavy J]: What was the best show we played? 

HEAVY J: I dunno, I have the memory of a... rabbit. 

I saw a video of you guys with KING KHAN in 
Germany, and you guys went into a school.... 
You know what I’m talking about? 

HEAVY J: Yeah, we broke into a school, we 
dropped acid, and went to sleep. 

But there was a teacher, and... what was that 
about? You wanna tell that story? 

HEAVY J: We were giving some Canadian culture 
to a bunch of delinquent German junior high stu¬ 
dents. We had dropped acid the night before, 


Wait a minute. Three thousand? C’mon, man, 
I saw the video, it was like... 

HEAVY J: ...17 kids and they hated our guts. They 
fucking hated us, we were losers to them, and 
they could sense it. Two fat kids loved us and the 
rest looked at us like we were bags of shit. 

PAT: Somebody had to say something to wake 
us up, cuz we were all like sleeping. Trying to 
sleep on acid, y’know? 

So wait, why did your driver think that the 
chemicals were worth stealing? 

HEAVY J: Nobody knows what was going through 
his fucking brain. But he was pretty sure he got 
a jackpot. 


In the place? 

PAT: Nonono, outside. It was like close to Ber¬ 
lin, in some weird-not squat, but whatever. So 
I threw that idea and everyone’s running outside 
and they start the campfire. And the acid starts 
to kick in. So I stayed with the bartender and 
started to drink. And after an hour, I got to the 
campfire, and they were burning their clothes. 
Like, the band and everybody... anyways, I got 
all these pictures. Let’s just say that Jeff’s dick 
is in the Montreal Mirror and Ici-which are two 
newspapers in Montreal-and has been printed 
thousands and thousands of times. 

HEAVY J: That’s bringing culture to a German town. 

MYSPACE.COM/DEMONSCLAWS $ 



Writing by Sarah Ford, drawings by Ben Jensen. 



Recently I had a conversation about guilty 
pleasures and confessed that sometimes I’ll 
eat a spoonful of margarine for a good time. 

I know that sounds super fuckin gross but I 
only do it maybe once a year and I can almost 
guarantee that every person reading this puts 
worse shit into their body on a regular ba¬ 
sis. Anyways, it got me thinking about all 
the other things I do that I should probably 
be ashamed of. The list ended up being lon¬ 
ger than expected, which made me feel bad 
about myself, which made me want to eat 
margarine, which I did. I decided to include 
a little condensed version of the list below so 
that you can read about what a pathetic sack 
I am and feel better about yourself. 

Mouthing mean things to shitty kids 

You know when you want to tell a loud¬ 
mouthed nine year old dumb shit to stop 
whining about sneakers or trading cards 
or whatever kids get upset about but you 
can’t because it’s a kid? Sometimes I 
mouth “Fuck you” or “Eat shit” at them if I 
catch their eye. They don’t know what I’m 
saying (because they are nine and dumb) 
and no one notices so I get off scot free and 
feel good for about 20 seconds. 


Buying used plates and smashing them 
I don’t do this much anymore, but oh man. 
This was about all I got up to when I was 
15. Have a bad day at school because your 
science teacher calls you “a freaky little 
shit”? Get broken up with on a carousel 
at the mall and have to finish the ride with 
your now ex? Get bit by a dog you just 
wanted to pet and make friends with? Go 
to the nearest thrift store, buy eight dol¬ 
lars’ worth of some dead woman’s dinner- 
ware, and smash it all to hell. This is even 
more fun if you’re smashing them on some¬ 
thing that also smashes, i.e. discarded flu¬ 
orescent light bulbs. 



Lying to people for no reason 

Sometimes you can just tell someone’s a 
piece of shit by the shape of the stain on 
the front of their pinstriped business shirt. 
And when that person walks up to you in 
a bar and wants to have a conversation, 
you might just have to super lie. It’s not 
that you’re judging them, you just instant¬ 
ly hate their guts and the less they know 
about you, where you live, and how long 
it takes for you to pass out, the better. So 
when that pile of crud asks “What are you 
doing tomooooorow night?” you are com¬ 
pletely entitled to reply “Bird watching 


with my church group before the biannual 
Teddy Bears Brunch!” Fuck, I’m not sure 
that’s even a lie in my case, but you get 
the idea. Sure, that person might actually 
be wonderful and kind and funny, but most 
likely they suck, so fuck ‘em. 

Barfing in/on things 

This one is gross, but look - I barf a lot, 
like close to literally a ton a year I’d guess, 
and sometimes when you’re really drunk 
and you think you’re really funny, you have 
to barf in or on something that’s not a toi¬ 
let or garbage can. Sometimes it’s a fed¬ 
eral mailbox, sometimes it’s a newspaper 
dispenser, sometimes it’s the back of your 
friend’s Audi. No matter what it is, you’re 
going to feel fucking hilarious afterwards. 
Unless it’s a living thing, like a doggie or 
your boyfriend. Then you are going to feel 
like a total fucking waster. Actually, some¬ 
times it’s even funnier when it’s a living 
thing. Barfing on a sad guy with a long- 
board would be funny. I guess just use your 
humour judgment on this one. 

Upon reflection, none of those really seem 
all that bad. At least my guilty pleasures 
are relatively harmless and not all fucked up 
and weird like spitting in unattended drinks 
at a bar, or rubbing my butthole on people’s 
clothes at the laundromat or like, fucking 
murdering people. We’ve all got kind of 
lame things that make us into the half-assed 
bad people we wish we could be all the time. 
Shit, if I didn’t think it would get me charged 
with some sort of assault, I’d be barfing in 
people’s faces the second they don’t hold the 
door open for me or budge me in line. Let’s 
all just pray for a world where we are free to 
be the horrible scumbags we have dwelling 
inside, waiting to take over and make every¬ 
one around us uncomfortable. A 
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out now 

SEDATIVES - 7" 
the WHITE WIRES - LP 
the SUPPOSITORIES - LP 
the MOTHER’S CHILDREN - 7" 


coming soon 

OTTAWA GAGA - compilation LP 
the WALNUT KIDS - 7" 
the BEACH BLANKETS - LP 
the JOLIETTES - 7" 
the SUPPOSITORIES - 7" 
the SUICIDE WRISTS - 7" 
the CRYPTOMANIACS - 7" 
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Interview by Emmanuel Sayer, photos by Pierre Richardson. 



THE BORDER. If there’s one thing that makes me 
uncomfortable and gives me an awful feeling in 
the pit of my stomach it’s crossing the border that 
divides Canada and the U.S.A. Probably rooted in 
the fact that crossing the border with a band is 
the scariest thing ever because if you get caught, 
fun’s over. You won’t be crossing anytime soon. 

I found myself having to cross that border to go 
see AAASSHYSTERI from Umea, Sweden play in Syr¬ 
acuse because, surprise surprise, they didn’t want 
to have to deal with that gut ache either. Fair 
enough. Since they weren’t coming to play any¬ 
where near here, we borrowed a friend’s van and 
filled it with a small group of people excited to go 
see one of the best punk bands going today. 

It’s all fun and games until we reach the border 
and are asked to pull in. We are asked how we 
know each other, what we do for a living, why 
I don’t have my own vehicle and how do I even 
get to work without one? They go through our 
passports thoroughly, checking our records one 
by one. Someone’s name matches a convict or 
a missing person in Texas or something but it’s 
dismissed quickly, thankfully. 

After what seems like an interminable wait we 
are granted the privilege to enter their wonderful 
country. I’m intrigued by the fact that President 
Obama’s picture was oddly not present, just an 
old nail where the picture of the last president 
once proudly overlooked the waiting room. We 
drive to Syracuse, hoping that we haven’t missed 
their set. We get there as the second last band is 
finishing their last couple of songs. Perfect. 

AAASSHYSTERI deliver an awesome set comprised 
of most of the songs from their LP and four songs 
from their previous band, THE VICIOUS. The crowd 
reaction seems pretty mild. I like the fact that the 
seven of us are the ones up front having a good 
time but it just reminds me that without that bor¬ 
der the band could have maybe come to our city 
where the reaction would have been much better. 
After the set I asked ROBERT (guitar, vocals) and 
ERIK (drums) a couple of questions... 

What was the transition between AAASSHYSTERI 
and THE VICIOUS like? 

ROBERT: It was natural. One led right into another. 

Was there a clear break-up or was there al¬ 
ways a plan to start a new band? 

ROBERT: THE VICIOUS kind of led to an end. We 
grew into each other. At the time THE VICIOUS 
was ending, the other band was starting. 

Was using a VICIOUS song title as a band name 
intentional to tie the two bands? 

ROBERT: I just think it was a good name for a band 
in Swedish. During the U.S. tour I started think¬ 
ing about singing in Swedish instead of English. I 
didn’t spend much time writing lyrics for THE VI¬ 
CIOUS. I just wrote it, then sang it for people who 
spoke English much better than I did. Then I was 
like ‘why am I doing this to myself?’ and I started 
writing in Swedish, and that’s how it evolved. 


It seems like a lot of bands from Sweden are 
starting to sing in Swedish. Did a lot of the 
bands in Umea talk amongst each other ? I know 
the LOST PATROL BAND [who Robert plays bass 
for - Ed.] is now singing solely in Swedish. 
ROBERT: We were the first band to change from 
English to Swedish. We did that for a while and it 
felt pretty good. People started to get the point 
of singing your own words. About the LOST PATROL 
BAND starting to sing in Swedish - I talked to Den¬ 
nis [Lykzen-c’mon, you know who this is. Also , 
they changed their name to INVASIONEN since Em¬ 
manuel did this interview. Just to fuck with us, 
I guess.-Ed.] a bunch and told him it’s better to 
sing in Swedish because he has a lot to say and it’s 
better to sing in Swedish to express those thoughts 
than come up with a bunch of cliches. 

ERIK: AAany people get influenced by each other. 

I think it’s just one of those things. People in 
Sweden will see someone singing in Swedish and 
will say “Hey, I can relate to this.” When bands 
sing in English, I can’t really relate to it. 

Do you think bands sing in English to be ac¬ 
cepted on a wider scale? Or is mostly because 
punk rock is generally sung in English so they 
just follow suit? 

ROBERT: English is kind of a natural rock n’ roll 
language and for a lot of people it’s not natural 
to sing in Swedish. 

ERIK: AAany people want to reach an internation¬ 
al audience and they’d like to tour, so it may be 
easier if they sing in English. 

It seems like Swedish punk is getting a lot of 
recognition in North America and Swedish 
bands are getting popular here. Did the fact 
that you already had a focus on you help with 


the change to Swedish, knowing that people 
would follow along? 

ROBERT: I didn’t think anything about a career 
move or anything like that. I just felt like I had to do 
something true to myself. People can like it if they 
want to. If they don’t, I’m fine with that too. 

Did your lyrical subjects change at all? 

ROBERT: I started singing a lot more about feel¬ 
ings and personal stuff. It’s a lot easier to de¬ 
scribe feelings in the words that you use when 
you’re experiencing them. 
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Interview by Morgan Cook, photo by Andrew Carver. 


Ottawa garage rippers SAVAGE CRIMES 
came over to drink Pabst and talk about 
their new tape. Not such a stretch 
since it’s being released on BRUISED 
TONGUE, a local label founded by 
Pierre Richardson and Craig Proulx, 
who are my roommates. Plus I hung 
around and got in the band’s way a 
bit when they recorded at Capital City 
Rehearsal studios with Ian Showalter 
(from SUPPOSITORIES), so they’re used 
to me bugging them. Here’s the most 
intelligible part of the “interview”. 
The beer made me swear. 


MORGAN: How was the whole experience 
working with Pierre and Craig? 

AAATT COSGROVE (drums): We didn’t record with 
them. 

I know, you recorded with Ian (Showalter), 
right? 

COSGROVE: Yup. 

And obviously that went... well? 

COSGROVE: Urn... 

TODD FAUX (guitar, vocals): It took a very long 
time... but that mainly is our fault. 

COSGROVE: Not really. 

TODD: Yeah, like uh... we kept coming up with, 
uh “oooh... we need a little more bass”. 
COSGROVE: Ah... that was you. 

TODD: Yeah. 

It does sound really fucking sweet, honestly 
I’ve obviously seen you guys play live an— 
TODD: I like it a lot more on a tape than I do on, 
like, my laptop. It sounds way cooler. 

Having headphones on and coming to the in¬ 
tro with the screeching feedback and stuff was 
pretty fu— 

TODD: Cool. 


It’s a very goo- 

TODD: WHAT IS YOUR FAVOURITE TRACK, MORGAN? 
Aieeeee... 

TODD: What is your favourite TRACK? 

I- I- I would say ‘Whiskey’ is probably my fa¬ 
vourite track. 

JESSE WINCHESTER (bass): Live? Todd lets out a 
huge burp during the live version of ‘Whiskey’. 

I like the live version of ‘Scars’. I thought that 
was was pretty fuckin’ funny. 

COSGROVE: Yeah. 

TODD: What’s fucking funny about it? 

YOU! You’re fucking funny about it. 

[Prolonged snickering from Todd] 

You’re totally unintelligible. 

TODD: THAT SOUNDS LIKE AN INSULT! 

No no. 

[Todd yelling unintelligibly, then everyone yell¬ 
ing at once.] 

What I like about the tape is I can actually 
fucking hear what Todd’s singing. 

[More incomprehensible yelling from Todd] 
COSGROVE: Yeah, for sure. But to, uuhh... an¬ 
swer the question you posed... 

I asked a question? 

COSGROVE: Yeah, “how was working with Craig 
and Pierre”, it was good. We, uh, actually were 
sitti— 

TODD: Ah-hah! 

COSGROVE: I was sitti— 

TODD: Ah-HA-HA-HA! 

COSGROVE: With, uh, Craig and Pierre, and Pierre 
was talking about how he wanted to release t- 
TODD: That was when we went to go pick up the 
instruments from Babylon and you were like “you 
guys wanna hear the new SAVAGE CRIMES record¬ 
ing?” And uh, (mumble) the bass (mumble), I would 
totally release it. You guys probably.... planned it, 
didn’t you? 

COSGROVE: Yeah, we staged that whole incident. 


TODD: I knew it! It was an intervention! 
COSGROVE: But uhhhhhh... they yeah, they de¬ 
cided they wanted to start a tape label. 

What convinced you to do the tape thing in¬ 
stead of a record? 

TODD: Because these guys [Cosgrove and Jesse] 
wouldn’t save up money, that’s why. 

COSGROVE: Uh yeah, well I guess. That was why 
once they were like ‘we’ll put your recordings 
out’... the recording tapes, they’re super quick. 

I mean like there’s a stigma about tapes. People 
are like “why are you putting a tape out, it’s 
not 1989?” 

At the same time, you’ve got that as a plus, 
that it has some kind of ret- 

TODD: It adds a nostalgic value! What was the 
very first thing you bought? Me? It was WEIRD 
AL: Alapalooza. 

JESSE: (mumble) that’s close (mumble). 
COSGROVE: Mine was GREEN JELLY I think. 

TODD: Oh rad. 

I had THE ARCHIES and PAULA ABDUL. 

TODD: GREEN JELLY did the Spiderman: Maxi¬ 
mum Carnage videogame soundtrack. 

JESSE: I think I had the WEIRD AL Food Album 
TODD: There was like ‘La-la-la-la-lasagna da da 
bah bah’ and uh... ‘My Bologna’! 

EVERYONE: O-RE-O! 

TODD: What’s in the middle? 

EVERYONE: THE WHITE STUFF! 

TODD: Let me turn this around... what would 
Weird Al say about SAVAGE CRIMES? 

COSGROVE: “What are savage crimes?” 

TODD: WHATEVER YOU WANT THEM TO BE! 

From here things just degenerated into Weird Al 
songs, Tim Ostler impersonations and me gush¬ 
ing over Jesse’s bass lines. The SAVAGE CRIMES 
BT06 tape release was coupled with the MALE 
NURSE My Friends Are All Assholes tape release 
(also on BRUISED TONGUE) and took place at the 
Rocker Room and rocked. You should have been 
one of the few luckies who beat the 45 capacity 
and got in. 
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Writing by Steve Adamyk and Dave Secretary, photo by Steve Adamyk. 



WORST PERSON AND WORST BAND AT SOUTH BY SOUTHWEST 

Dave: Steve: 


For me it had to have been this fat girl at that 
house show where they handed out air rifles to 
everyone. First of all, she was wearing this sin¬ 
gle piece of cheese cloth that came down across 
her chest at what I imagine she thought to be a 
jaunty angle and then sort of degraded into tat¬ 
ters near her enormous appendix scar, so I mean 
there’s just like folds and gash and ass every¬ 
where and it was fucking disgusting. 

Anyway also her dress or whatever was doing a 
piss poor job of containing her boobs, especially 
the left one, and it was like the size of a small 
car to begin with and- 

Okay, and this would have been all fine and shit 
except that she was on crack or something and 
kept trying to perform all sorts of vigorous ac¬ 
tivities. Like at one point she was actually trying 
to chase a small dog and was bent over double 
and taking these meaty swings at the poor thing 
and it was like watching a giant chase a smurf, 
and every three seconds she had to clutch at her 
boob with both hands and try to stuff it back into 
the cheese cloth. 

And then like four minutes later she would be 
trying to slide down this little children’s slide 
and of course when you’re that big your center 
of gravity is god knows where and big people 
always somehow manage to turn 180 degrees 
within like half a second and then start toppling 
all over themselves and its like watching the de¬ 
molition of a large casino or something. 


And then you know six seconds later she’s try¬ 
ing to do the twist with a terrified four year old 
that somehow got loose and the kid’s just crying 
and shaking and she’s slathering and slithering 
all over the place with that giant fucking udder 
swinging all over the place like a flabby pendu¬ 
lum and that poor fucking kid.... 

Anyway at one point she either had a stroke or 
calmed down or something and put on some gi¬ 
ant sunglasses and huffed herself over to a flim¬ 
sy fence and nearly collapsed that unfortunate 
structure and then just kind of panted heavily 
and occasionally threw up the horns at the band 
and anyone else paying attention and everyone’s 
finally regaining their composure. 

And then jesus fucking Christ if she wasn’t back 
at it again! She actually ran across the field 
where everyone was shooting their rifles and I 
mean even though it would have been like hit¬ 
ting an elephant with a bb gun I was still pretty 
appalled and I think everyone else was too. 

Fuck, man. 

Worst band? I mean obviously we tried not to 
see shitty bands but I guess it would have been 
HANDSOME FURS. That fucking woman on keys 
was pawing and snorting and heaving and kicking 
and looked like a horse that had just been brand¬ 
ed. It made me dizzy. And I hate that cutesy 
electro-acoustic kind of horseshit. Man, that 
poor girl, she didn’t even look like she was hav¬ 
ing fun, she looked like she was worried about 
snipers. We were there for OBITS and free beer 
and just sort of stayed a little too long. 


For me, the worst human I had the delightful joy 
of dealing with was this annoying woman who 
was stuck in line with us at the CIRCLE JERKS 
show at Beerland. Good Christ, I still remember 
so many details about this woman’s life - and 
considering I only spoke to her for about 10 min¬ 
utes, that seems a little ridiculous. Here’s what 
I can recap: She was (or is currently) a burlesque 
dancer, but broke her femur the PREVIOUS year 
at SXSW and has spent the last 365 days recover¬ 
ing. What else? She’s 36, is friends with a bunch 
of old-ass bands (Blondie etc.) and used to live 
in Phoenix. Who gives a shit! Why do I have 
so much useless knowledge of this woman’s life! 
Not to mention, she spent the entire time on her 
phone using Facebook while talking to me, and 
yet somehow I couldn’t escape. Dave was there 
as well. He can definitely confirm this chick is 
totally bonkers. 

Worst band? Err., probably the all-girl band 
from the UK called SHE CREATURES. It was 
Thursday afternoon and I was way more interest¬ 
ed in getting blasted than listening to that shit; 
although, in their defense, they seemed to pull 
off witty lines in-between songs... so I guess it 
was SLIGHTLY tolerable. Their music was fucking 
atrocious, though. All the free PBR pounders and 
tacos in the world could not make me watch that 
band again. A 
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HERE’S SOME STUFF AND WHAT YOUR OPINION OF IT SHOULD BE 


Writing by Steve Adamyk, Ben Jensen, Ian Manhire and Emmanuel Sayer, drawings by Ben Jensen. 


DEMON’S CLAWS - LOST IN THE DESERT (DEMOS 
AND OUTAKES VOL. 1) LP (Telephone Explosion, 
Toronto) 

This is basically an alternate collection of dem¬ 
os, outakes and covers from Montreal’s hillbilly 
punks DEMON’S CLAWS to the one that TELE¬ 
PHONE EXPLOSION released on cassette a while 
back. So now it’s on vinyl (only different), and 
it’s got some awesome songs that weren’t on the 
original release (‘Loud Mouth’, ‘Put On My Sun¬ 
day Dress’...). So, as awesome as this album is 
(it’s awesome; go buy it even if you already own 
the cassette), I’m not gonna put any effort into 
writing this review, cuz I already reviewed the 
cassette a couple issues ago. 

So if you wanna know what I think, make your 
butler go to your archives and get up on that 
slidey book ladder thing, and retrieve your copy 
of STD #5 or 6 or whichever it ran in (make him 
take it out of its protective casing if you have 
to) and have him read it to you again. Have him 
read it to you in a funny voice. NOT SHITTY 




A review of the album’s art: Again, awe¬ 
some. It’s a sketch of a skull rotting 
away and you can tell it smells cuz 
it’s got flies and stink lines. It’s got 
a cool western style font, and the 
card stock the sleeve’s made of is 
a realy nice texture. Y’know that 
scene in American Psycho when 
all the guys are comparing their 
new business cards? This card 
stock feels so awesome, I 
bet at least TWO of those 
guys used it for their 
business cards. NOT 
SHITTY (BJ) 

DIRTY CHINESE 

THIEVES - UBER ALLES 

12” EP (Nefarious Re¬ 
cords, Toronto) 

If you like fast and nasty 
punk rock, Toronto’s DIRTY CHINESE THIEVES 
don’t give you much of a chance not to like them 
on this fast and nasty 12” EP. For one thing, 
everything sounds like it has fangs, from the gui¬ 
tars to the distorted lead vocals--somehow even 
the drums--and when you combine this ‘fang-in- 
ess’ with the unrelenting song structures (the 
song structures are basically: “alright, every¬ 
body play your parts fast and non-stop for two 
minutes, stop for a second, then do that again 
for the next one”), the end result is a vicious 
punk rock that sounds like it’s trying to rip right 
through you. 

Nothing on this EP ever gets more complicated 
than an ‘80s hardcore-style breakdown here, 
some gang backing vocals there, or a quick ‘n’ 
dirty guitar solo tossed on top of everything else 
like an unexpected speed-freak stagediver from 
the second-floor balcony--which is a good thing. 
DCT aren’t re-inventing the wheel or anything, 
but from what I’m hearing on this album, it 
sounds like it’d be pretty easy to find yourself 
(and everyone else who’s not a frozen turd) go¬ 
ing apeshit at one of their shows. This is degen¬ 
erate party music. 

This EP makes me think of CPC GANGBANGS’ 
more rabid assaults (think ‘Teenage Crime- 
wave’), and even if they’re not quite on CPC’s 
level (they’re not), they’re definitely worth 
keeping an eye on. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: Not enough 
liner notes. When I got this in the mail, I had no 
idea what CITY it was even coming from (there 
wasn’t even a return address, let alone a press 
sheet; they’re lucky I didn’t just assume it was 
record-shaped anthrax and throw it out in the 
garbage in the local playground without opening 
it), so I had to look them up on the internet. 
Also, I find the cover (it’s just a logo) kinda bor¬ 
ing. I think Davey knew who the artist was, and 
told me, and I was surprised to hear it was some¬ 
one whose shit I usually like. SHITTY (BJ) 



FECES 

I was really getting sick 
of winter and couldn’t wait for 
the day that all this snow would melt. It hap¬ 
pens every year but for some reason my brain 
keeps blocking it out: when the snow melts, the 
feces appear. The only difference is, this spring, 
it seems that either people are owning more and 
more Great Danes, or the feces are of human 
origin. I’m pretty sure your average dog doesn’t 
have poop that big. Sometimes you can’t really 
make a judgement call due to the area it’s locat¬ 
ed in, but when you’re walking down that little 
alley that connects Rideau and George between 
the 1 For 1 Pizza and the Beer Store, there’s no 
doubt in your mind and you know exactly what 
you’re looking at. SHITTY (ES) 



FASHION 

I’m not really a follower of fashion and I am by 
no means an authority on the matter but I know 
what I like and I like what I see. I am of course 
referring to the current trend of wearing glasses 
without any prescription lenses. Why should 
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people with vision problems be the only ones 
who get to fashionably frame their baby blues 
or gorgeous greens? It’s about time that people 
with medical conditions are no longer the only 
people who get to benefit from the best accesso¬ 
ries. I think the next big thing this spring is going 
to be Medic-Alert bracelets. Previously wasted 
on diabetics and elderly people with countless 
illnesses, these are going to be super hot. I’m 
thinking they should also come in varieties of co¬ 
lours and maybe have clever sayings engraved in 
them. If you ever get rushed to the hospital in 
an ambulance and the EMTs glance at your wrist 
and see your bracelet and wonder what you’re 
allergic to or what could be the cause of your 
condition and they see “PSYCHE!!!” engraved in 
there, they’ll probably get a good laugh. Oth¬ 
er future trends in fashion include: orthopedic 
shoes, knee braces, cervical collars, head gear, 
hearing aids, wheelchairs and finally the coolest 
of cool...IRON LUNG. NOT SHITTY (ES) 


LISTENING TO MY WIFE TALKING ON THE PHONE 
WITH HER MOM 

When Nina talks on the phone with her mom, she 
does it in Greek, and when Greek people speak, 
it’s all loud and dramatic like all Mediterranean 
people are for some reason, no matter what 
they’re talking about. So even if they’re just 
talking about which olives they like best or the 
joys of goat herding, or whatever the fuck Greek 
people talk about, when it hits my noble white 
ears, it sounds like an intense and explosive ar¬ 
gument and it stresses me right out. 

The only positive to Nina talking on the phone 
with her mom is when we’re in the car, and 
Nina’s talking into her cellphone in some crazy 
foreign tongue while driving, I feel like I’m a 
passenger in a cab in some upside-down crazy 
world where women are cabdrivers sometimes. 
Kinda funny, but not funny enough to make up 
for the stress. SHITTY (BJ) 

MOTHER’S CHILDREN - DANCE TO THE ROCK ‘N’ 
ROLL BAND b/w SOMETHING ABOUT YOU THAT 
I LIKE 7” (Shang-A-Lang!/Going Gaga, Ottawa) 
(Written by Ben Jensen) 

MOTHER’S CHILDREN is what you’d get if you 
force-fed the BAY CITY ROLLERS testosterone. 
It’s what’d happen if you told the ROLLING 
STONES to be more like THE BOYS. Or if you 
switched MARC BOLAN’s pills and wine with ciga¬ 
rettes and beer. I bet if some tough little leath¬ 
er-jacket wearing seventh-grade loner from 30 


years ago spat his bubblegum into the gravel of 
the schoolyard baseball diamond and stamped 
it into a flat, seven inch disc with his cowboy 
boots, it’d sound like this 45 when you put a 
needle to it. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: Just like the 
music it’s wrapped around, this sleeve seems 
straight out of the mid ‘70s to early ‘80s. It’s 
got a period-appropriate font plastered over a 
photo from that time of a bunch of smiling kids 
eating frozen treats, all in an orange, cream- 
sicle-type tint. It’s basically an ode to good, 
easy times about 30 years ago. Nice and clean. 
Saves all the info for the insert. This is the per¬ 
fect art for MOTHER’S CHILDREN’S first release. 
NOT SHITTY 

NICE FACE - EXTERMINATOR 7” (HoZac Re¬ 
cords) 

This single may have been one of my most an¬ 
ticipated seven inches to get in the mail for the 
better part of the fall. I didn’t even get the 
fucking thing until almost January, since I had 
to wait for the rest of my 29 records to arrive at 
the distro I used to order from (BISTRO DISTRO 
R.I.P.). 

In reality, I really wanted to review the CATA¬ 
TONIC YOUTH single on Hozac that came out last 
year - similar genre of lo-fi trash and all... but 
that piece of wax is old news, so better off high¬ 
lighting this release, I figure. 

Hozac is one of the most prolific and solid labels 
around at the moment, so it’s no surprise this 
turned out to be as good as it is. Awful, tin¬ 
like drums (that may or may not be a drum ma¬ 
chine) backed with overly distorted vocals, that 
are both catchy and raw as all hell. NICE FACE 
seems to have found a home among bands such 
as BLANK DOGS, ZOLA JESUS and many other in 
the “weird punk” category, but I’m at a loss as 
to why. Other than the trash-can recordings, 
this single isn’t far from straight-up punk, with a 
few keyboard lines tossed in there. ‘Extermina¬ 
tor’ will make you want to dance around your 
apartment naked, not inviting anyone over for 
a few days and pissing all over every stretch of 
floor in the joint. Do yourself a favour: do some 
research, like good music and pick up this 7” be¬ 
fore the last copies are gone. 

A review of the album’s artwork: Here’s a di¬ 
rect Ian “Gaga Man” Manhire quote, after taking 
a look at the back cover of this record in my 
bedroom: “Are you kidding me...?” The front 


is tame compared to the reverse. NOT SHITTY 
(SA) 

THE REVELLIONS LP/CD (Dirty Water Records, 
Ireland) 

Here’s some guys who are cranking out a steady 
1960s-style garage/psychedelia/surf sound outta 
Dublin. They’ve chosen a pretty foolproof bunch 
of influences: it sounds like THE SONICS being 
conducted by THE VENTURES or THE PYRAMIDS, 
and maybe LINK WRAY’s helping out with some 
of the guitar. Then they’ve got some shit to 
make it a little more weird and druggy, like some 
monotone backing vocals that sound like they’re 
sung by a small choir of ghosts on ketamine, and 
there’s warbly farfisa dripping off the basslines 
all over the place. 

Throw a blues-rock vocalist who sometimes sounds 
like a less froggy VAN MORRISON (back when he 
was cool, not when he was a fat old drunk who 
pissed himself on stage when Carruthers’ mom 
saw him live a decade or so ago) on top of every¬ 
thing, and you get something that pretty much 
sounds just like it could be an overlooked primi¬ 
tive garage rocker classic from the ‘60s. 

There are definitely some rippers and tearers 
on here, the songs are well put-together, the 
playing’s great and it’s a real good album over¬ 
all, but there’s something about it that holds it 
back. I’ve wracked my brains trying to figure 
it out, and I think I’ve finally got it: I think the 
only problem I have with it is I feel like the songs 
would work better as singles than as an album. 

I think I would’ve lost my mind way more about ‘I 
Don’t Mind’ b/w ‘Groundswell’ or ‘Walking Away’ 
b/w ‘Telling Lies’ (or basically any other combi¬ 
nation of songs from this album) than I am with 
the full length. Maybe I’m just a weak shit who 
can’t handle such a big dose of teenage caveman 
rock and roll fury, but I think this album starts to 
just wash over you after a few tracks. 

That said, I think these guys would probably tear 
a crowd a new asshole live, and I’d definitely 
pay money to see them do it. Anyway, overall, 
this album still gets a well-deserved ‘not shitty’ 
from me. NOT SHITTY (BJ) 

RIVERDALES - PHASE 3 LP (reissue on Asian Man 
Records, San Jose) 

Does this record SERIOUSLY need to be reviewed? Is 
Ben Weasel even human? Does Steve Adamyk have 
any form of matter whatsoever below the waist 
that could be confused for a pecker? No. But, I will 
review this goddamn LP anyway (sort-of). 
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Chicago, circa’ 1986. Along came SCREECHING 
WEASEL BLAH BLAH punk rock thin pizza who 
really cares... In a nut-shell, this is essentially 
all that needs to be known: I’m a huge dink and 
dig the wimpiest pop-punk known to man. I will 
purchase any RAMONES copy-cat record, period. 
So, you may as well go fuck yourselves and flip 
the page. Unless you got into this genre when 
you were seventeen, you will - in all likelihood 
- cry like a little girl about how this LP is alleg¬ 
edly cliche and inferior to your “cutting-edge” 
collection of total shit. Guess what? You’re def¬ 
initely missing out on some high-society lifestyle 
type stuff if you fall into that category. 

Seriously, I will kill anyone who doesn’t like this 
magnificent LP. Ben Jensen doesn’t like SCREECH¬ 
ING WEASEL, so that’s grounds to assume he’ll 
bitch-out on this one too. Ben is a fucking ghost. 
You’re all next. Better yet: e-mail me, tell me 
you hate this record, give me your address and 
we’ll expedite the whole process. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: You got me 
there. It’s some boring, dreadful tripe. SHITTY 
(SA) 

SAVAGE CRIMES - S/T cassette/MP3s (Bruised 
Tongue, Ottawa) 

SAVAGE CRIMES are a local garage punk band 
that’s probably got a bit more in common with 
what was going on in the midwest in the ‘60s 
and ‘70s than what’s going on in Memphis or At¬ 
lanta today. There’s a real MC5/ROCKET FROM 
THE TOMBS proto-punk feel to their songs. Be¬ 
tween the dominant rhythm section, the wild 
and fevered blues-shouting vocals, and the furi¬ 
ous pace, it makes it sound like they’re not so 
much playing instruments as they are BEATING 
the sound out of something. Like the three of 
them are crowded around the corpse of some 
giant, horned beast, punching the hell out of 
it, and this album’s just what demonic flesh be¬ 
ing pounded into burger happens to sound like. 
And somebody held a microphone wrapped in a 
Ziploc bag (to protect it from the blood spat¬ 
ter) over the whole thing and called it an album. 
That ‘somebody’ would be Ian Showalter from 
the SUPPOSITORIES, actually, and he did an awe¬ 
some job producing this EP. It sounds awesome. 
This is bruising rock and roll. 


that doesn’t sound as good (I’m not talking about 
the performance here, just the recording’s sound 
quality-although it’s still really good for a base¬ 
ment show recording). It doesn’t even sound 
cooler than the studio tracks in a lo-fi kinda way, 
it’s just muddier. It takes the ‘savage’ outta SAV¬ 
AGE CRIMES a little bit. (Amazingly, it doesn’t 
have any of lead vocalist Todd’s notoriously weird 
and rambling between-song banter on it, which 
is good, cuz, even though it’s pretty funny when 
you’re drunk and hearing it for the first-and-last 
time live, you’d get pretty tired of hearing a re¬ 
cording of it every time you played the tape.) 
It’s the same songs, except ‘Soul Food’ and ‘I’m 
Gone’ get traded for two other songs, including 
their live staple, a cover of ‘Wildman by the TAM- 
RONS. 

Which is another problem I have. These guys 
started playing that cover to flesh out their set 
when they didn’t have too many songs. But now 
they have enough songs for a set and not only 
do they KEEP playing it, they always use it as 
a closer. It’s a good cover, but it just makes it 
seem like they have no confidence in their origi¬ 
nals. They’re 
like that nerd in 
gym class who 
would always 
shower with his 
underwear on. 
C’mon, guys: 
man up and ditch 
your ‘Wildman’ 
underwear. 

In summation, 
the first half of 
this EP is amaz¬ 
ing, and the sec¬ 
ond half would 
be too if the first 
half didn’t show 
it up so hard. 
NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: It’s a cartoon 
of a bloody ninja eyeball holding a bloody sword 
over his head, ready to attack. You pass the test, 
SAVAGE CRIMES album art. NOT SHITTY (BJ) 

THE SWEET SIXTEENS - 7” (Spin The Bottle Re¬ 
cords, Toronto) 

I’m writing this a couple weeks after I originally 
wrote a review of this EP. My original review had 
me complaining that I just couldn’t get into this 
record, and I didn’t get it, and could never pic¬ 
ture myself listening to it again. I pointed out that 
on the a-side, it sounded like the guy was singing 
through a kazoo and I talked about how the whole 
thing feels like a hyperactive kid’s birthday party. I 
realized that what I was saying wasn’t really mak¬ 
ing it sound bad (sounded kinda awesome, actu¬ 
ally), but I really couldn’t figure out what context 
I’d ever wanna listen to it again in. Maybe my soon- 
to-be-born daughter’s fifth birthday party? 

The only good thing I could say about it was maybe 
its ridiculous, kazoo-ey, kid’s show feel would turn 
out to be the punk rock gateway drug for toddlers. 

I was gonna give this SWEET SIXTEENS EP a rating 
of ‘shitty’, which tore me up a little inside cuz SPIN 
THE BOTTLE is such an awesome label. 



So I don’t really understand why they used the 
recording of their 10 minute, 13 second live set 
at a New Years Eve house party as the b-side. It’s 
almost like it’s just another version of the a-side 


Well, it’s two weeks after I wrote that review, and 
I had to go on SPIN THE BOTTLE’S MySpace to fact- 
check something unrelated. Without thinking, I 
found myself bopping along to whatever the snappy 



little HUNX-on-speed-style number that was play¬ 
ing on their MySpace player was. When I started 
actually paying attention to the song, I thought 
‘waitaminute, this sounds familiar... isn’t this...?’ 
And it was. It was a track off the SWEET SIXTEENS 
45 I thought I hated. How the hell did this happen? 
This just goes to show you why record reviews are 
bullshit. I was probably just in the wrong mood the 
first three times I listened to this, and I was all set 
to give it a bad review, when all of a sudden, today 
I like it (I re-listened to the whole thing again). 
It’s still not my favourite, and I probably won’t lis¬ 
ten to it too much, but it’s definitely better than 
shitty. Fuck all record reviews, including this one. 
Tragedy was narrowly averted today. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: This is good 
album art; it looks like how the album sounds. 
It’s got kid’s show style puppets and a bright, 
simple font. The back is a cut-and-paste scene 
of a late 50’s-early 60’s family gathered around 
a TV set watching static. Also, they’re on an¬ 
other planet. Even the exposed brain on the 
front can’t take away from the cheeriness of this 
album cover. Bonus points for making me think 
of WONDER SHOWZEN. NOT SHITTY (BJ) 

SWEET SIXTEENS - 7” (Spin The Bottle, Toronto) 
Saw these guys in Toronto twice last summer... 
what a great time! I couldn’t get enough of them 
live! It’s dodo enough for me to appreciate, totally 
simple and fun songs, good setup of a five-piece 
with a hilarious duct taped organ guitar! I’d say 
it’s perfect party music! The band is from Indi¬ 
ana, and is made up of ex and current members of 
THE ROAAANCE NOVELS, THE AAANS, and maybe THE 
MEATBALLZ? Probably some others too. Whatev... 
they stand up on their own. If they played in Ot¬ 
tawa with the BEACH BLANKETS I’d do something 
stupid... like throw a bunch of horse shits into the 
spinning ceiling fan! Why? Because I just get so 
excited that I want to do something special when I 
think about seeing them live. 

I believe the record is self-recorded. In some 
ways it’s charming that bands do that, but I 
don’t think these recordings fully acknowledge 
what a party these guys are. The recordings are 
a little tame sounding to me, but I still listen 
to the record pretty often. I’d also recommend 
picking up a copy for everyone who’s reading this 
review. It was put out on the SPIN THE BOTTLE 
RECORDS label, the Indiana ex-pat gone Toronto 
punk rock gem purveyor! Also, I’m trying to or¬ 
ganize a trip this summer in the USA with the 
WHITE WIRES and the SWEET SIXTEENS... that’s 
how much I like them! NOT SHITTY (IM) 
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TAKING THE HIGH ROAD 

People (morons mostly) are always saying you should “take the high road”. 
By this they mean you should be “the bigger man” and “turn the other 
cheek” instead of “sinking to the level” of whatever dickwad scumbag is 
antagonizing you. Which are basically just a bunch of screwball hippy met¬ 
aphors for “toss your balls in the river and let people walk all over you”. 


Now, I’m not saying you should punch any guy who causes you minor grief in 
the throat, or key a boner in the side of his car, or piss on his back once he 
turns to walk away or anything awesome like that. But, from my experience, 
whenever some total stranger’s been an asshole to me, and I just “take the 
high road” and ignore him or (worse) act like I’M the asshole and say “sorry” 
or something, I always feel eleven times shittier than I do when I take my 
normal route: “the low road”. 


Sure, sometimes it feels kinda shitty after a confrontation with a total 
stranger. And you’d ALWAYS rather the whole thing never happened at all. 
But the bad feelings from telling some sleepy old asshole to ‘hurry up and 
die’ after he almost ran you over with his yacht-sized Buick at the crosswalk 
are pretty minor and don’t last long. You go back to feeling about as good 
about yourself as a know-nothing, do-less scumbag like you or me possibly 
can pretty quick. 


But on the occasion I take “the high road”, I agonize over that shit for DAYS. 
Like “oh, man! Why didn’t I knock that asshole’s teeth in”, or “why didn’t 
I say THIS?” That shit eats you up inside. It consumes you like George 
Costanza and the ‘jerk store’ incident. And people who are assholes really 
shouldn’t get away with their pervert nonsense. They need to be put in 
their place, not tolerated or ignored. 


In summation, taking “the high road” feels shitty and allows assholes to 
thrive. So don’t take it, it sucks. SHITTY (BJ) 


Got a record , or ‘zine, or photos of your girlfriend , or something else 
you want reviewed in STANDARD ISSUE? Send an e-mail to jensen_ben@ 
hotmail.com telling us who you are and what you got and we'll give you 
shipping instructions. Easy! A 
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WANT A FREE GUNSMOKE EP? 

GO TO GUNSMOKE.CA, CLICK ON ‘DOWNLOADS’, AND ENTER ‘STANDARDISSUE’ 
AS THE PASSWORD TO CASH IN ON SOME EXCLUSIVE NEW GUNSMOKE TRACKS. 

GUNSMOKE TOUR DATES 


14 Apr 2009 The Bull & Quench North Bay, Ontario 

16 Apr 2009 Cavern Club Winnipeg, Manitoba 

17 Apr 2009 Walkers Night Club Saskatoon, Saskatchewan 

18 Apr 2009 DV8 Edmonton, Alberta 

19 Apr 2009 The Downstream Jasper, Alberta 

20 Apr 2009 The Thirsty Moose Prince George, BC 

22 Apr 2009 Cambie Nanaimo, BC 

24 Apr 2009 Lucky Bar Victoria, BC 

25 Apr 2009 Pat’s Pub Vancouver, BC 


26 Apr 2009 Turd House 

29 Apr 2009 Tubby Dog (AA) 

30 Apr 2009 Cheers 

1 May 2009 New City 

2 May 2009 Palomino 

3 May 2009 The Slice 

4 May 2009 TBA 

16 May 2009 Dekcuf (AA) 


Abbotsford, BC 
Calgary, Alberta 
Red Deer, Alberta 
Edmonton, Alberta 
Calgary, Alberta 
Lethbridge, Alberta 
Regina, Saskatchewan 
Ottawa, Ontario 
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EVERYTHING YOU NEED TO KNOW TO NOT BE BORED 


Writing by Ben Jensen, photos by Andrew Carver and Paul Galipeau. 


I hate every single step of writing, illustrating, 
editing, assembling, distributing, promoting and 
generally producing this stupid, fucking, glori¬ 
ous, awesome zine with every fiber of my fiber- 
filled being... but writing this scene report at 
the end of every issue has got to be the part I 
hate the most. So, anytime you force yourself 
to read it, keep in mind that the only reason the 
writing sucks so much and is boring you to death 
is that the guy who wrote it would rather make 
out with a walrus’s ass than be doing this. 

That said, let’s get this over with. Lots of cool shit 
going on in Ottawa these days, what’ve we got? 

Oh hey, we’ve got some good new bands. ZEBRAS- 
SIERES ( myspace.com/zebrassieres ) is an insanely 
catchy new drums/guitar/organ/vocals outfit that 
sounds like it has the power to make pizza parties 
spring out of nowhere, it’s that kind of good. You 
could be in Antarctica-just start playing some ZE- 
BRASSIERES and all the penguins are gonna start 
going nuts, jumping all over the place, stuffing 
pizza down their throats and making out on the 
beer-soaked dancefloor. You can thank Jordy 
from THE CREEPS and Andrew and Daniel-both 
from BEACH BLANKETS-for this one. 

MOUNTANAKA ( myspace.com/mountanaka) is 
another good new local band, and that’s about 
where the similarities between them and ZEBRAS- 
SIERES end. MOUNTANAKA is a thick, pounding 
slab of sludge, and it’s being lugged around by 
three capable Ottawa veterans: drummer Jay Ra- 
sia (ROBOT KILL CITY, B’ITALIAN), guitarist/vocal¬ 
ist Chuck Saso (THE GREY, ex-METZ) and bassist/ 
vocalist Bill Greene (VAN JOHNSON, EMBASSIES OF 
DENAAARK) AKA Old Man Boom, Old Man Doom, and 


Old Man Gloom. Their MySpace says they sound 
like “running through a dark thicket of pines wear¬ 
ing thunder”, and I like that, so I’m not gonna try 
to do any better. If you go their MySpace, you 
can already hear the two tracks that are gonna 
become their upcoming 7” that they recorded 
themselves (Jay used to run the TRANSIENT AU¬ 
DIO recording studio) and had mastered by Bob 
Weston from none-other-than MOUNTANAKA he¬ 
roes SHELLAC in his Chicago studio. Jay says “we 
kinda work at a snail’s pace, but we’ve been more 
consistent with jamming lately, and we’ll prob¬ 
ably be able to do a 10” sometime soon and hope¬ 
fully get more shows going”. 

There are also hushed whispers of a new LOCAL 
MYSTERY SUPER-GROUP ( myspace.com/?????????) 
waiting in the shadows of Ottawa’s gothic archi¬ 
tecture, ready to pop out and dazzle everybody 
so bad they piss their clothes. All anyone really 
knows is they’re a trio made up of members of 
the MILLION DOLLAR AAARXISTS, THE SICK FITS, 
MOTHER’S CHILDREN, BEACH BLANKETS and one 
of those jokers from ROCK AND ROLL PIZZA PAR¬ 
TY. If you wanna get let in on the secret, the 
answer’s at the bottom of Budweiser tall boys at 
RRPP on April 30th. Well, actually, the answer 
is opening for THE GOODNIGHT LOVING at that 
edition of RRPP, but you might as well drink some 
of those cheap tall cans while you wait, while 
you watch, while you listen, while you pee, and 
while you barf, cuz they’re cheap, and they taste 
delicious and they’re good for your muscles. 

With all these new bands popping up, it’s a good 
thing we have another local label trying to ease 
the backlog of unreleased material. Pierre and 
Craig over at BRUISED TONGUE (bruisedtongue. 


com) may be skinny guys, but they’ve been doing 
some heavy lifting the past few months-they’ve 
already released a SAVAGE CRIMES tape, a MALE 
NURSE tape, a CRAZY OCEAN tape, a couple 
SELF SURGERY tapes and some FUCKED CORPSE 
stuff this year. They’re not slowing down either. 
Here’s some more shit coming down the BT pipe 
in the next little bit: 

-A split between Ottawa garage-psyches HOLY 
COBRAS (myspace.com/holycobras) and Mon¬ 
treal psychedelic punk noiseniks GRAND TRINE 
(grandtrine.blogspot. com, myspace. com / 

grandtrinemtl) (ex-FUCKED CORPSE/SMOKE 
JUDO/BE BAD) that’s getting released in early 
May before GRAND TRINE heads out to Halifax 
for the OBEY CONVENTION FESTIVAL. 

-A couple of FUCKED CORPSE (myspace.com/ 
fuckedcorpsex) cassingles, one of them called 
Denim Outta Here, the other one called Skate¬ 
board Rock. Check those out if you’re into thrash- 
pop house party rock, and then get ready for their 
first full length, cuz it’s almost done. By the way, 
they’re gonna be playing their first show with their 
new drummer, Matt Cosgrove, on April 19th open¬ 
ing for DD/AAM/YYYY and METZ. (Inactive Ottawa 
blues-punk duo ARMY OF SAINT JOAN is crawling 
out of the grave for this one, and they rule, so this 
show’s gonna be that much extra more rad.) 

-A long-overdue actual, physical release of LAST 
COMMUNION’S (lastcommunion.blosspot.com) 
EP. In case you’re not hip, LAST COMMUNION 
was a VERY short-lived Ottawa hardcore band 
(2007-2007, basically) featuring members of 
SEDATIVES, METZ, BURIED INSIDE, and THE GREY 
that made songs that sounded like BLACK FLAG 
and HUSKER DU getting their heads smashed to¬ 
gether by The Hulk. 

-This one’s still in the early stages, but I can tell 
you BRUISED TONGUE is planning on releasing a 
comedy tape by the lead singer of a notoriously 
hilarious Toronto hardcore band, who is also a 
standup comedian. If you’re not retarded AND 
on glue AND illiterate, you’ve figured out who 
I’m talking about. 

That’s it for BRUISED TONGUE, let’s go back to 
HOLY COBRAS. Here’s what lead singer Dan 
Druff e-mailed me: 

The GRAND TRINE/HOLY COBRAS record¬ 
ings will first appear on Crimes Against 
Music which is a radio show on CKCUfm 
Friday nights from 7 to 8 pm. We are also 
going to Montreal sometime in may to re¬ 
cord another split with RED MASS which 
will be coming out on LP on TELEPHONE 
EXPLOSION sometime in the summer. We 
don’t have any shows booked ever , but we 
do wanna play soooo book us, Dan-O. As 
for anything else, I’m recording random 
shit in my basement for something called 
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FREAKOUT, Rodd is making ill raps, Johnny 

Nash is married and old, /?/c/7 is getting 

married and becoming old. 

Fuck you, cowboy. 

That HOLY COBRAS/RED AAASS split isn’t the only 
one TELEPHONE EXPLOSION RECORDS (tele¬ 
phone explosion. com, myspace.com/telephone- 
explosionrecords) has got going on. April 28th 
sees the release of the TEEN ANGER ( myspace. 
com/teenangerrr)/ CHARLIE & THE MOONHEARTS 
split LP. This no-holds barred, international, 
garage killers face-off has the TEEN ANGER side 
ripping five tracks from their second full-length, 
Banned From The Beaver (before you swallow 
your mouthful of donuts and rip the Big Gulp 
from your fat mouth to complain, keep in mind 
you probably don’t own BFTB anyway, cuz you’re 
a tubby poseur), and it’s pretty much the same 
deal with the CHARLIE & THE MOONHEARTS side 
(and the same deal when it comes to ‘no com¬ 
plaining, you’re a fat piece of garbage’). This 
one’s limited to 600, so get on it. 

In other TEEN ANGER news, they’re going on an 
East Coast tour that kicks off with a hometown 
show at SNEAKY DEE’S before a stop in Quebec 
City, then four dates in the maritimes, before 
spitting them out again in Montreal, then back to 
home to get their first LP finished. They wanna 
release that in the fall. 

Not long after the dust settles from that TEEN AN¬ 
GER/CHARLIE & THE MOONHEARTS split, TELEPHONE 
EXPLOSION’S gonna be releasing a TY SEGALL/BLACK 
TIME split LP. Expect that one in June. 

And expect TY SEGALL (TY SEGALL’s amaz¬ 
ing, in case you’re not excited) to come play 
three Canadian dates, including one in Ottawa 
at everyone’s favourite spot for gluttonous de¬ 
bauchery: ROCK AND ROLL PIZZA PARTY (rrpp. 
ca, myspace.com/rockrollpizzaparty). RRPP’s 
been moved once again. The BYTOWN on Elgin 
decided they were more of a spot for jokers, so 
they’re gonna try their luck at hosting comedy 
nights on Thursday, cuz they’d rather attract 
five androgynous losers in jeans and sleeve- 
rolled blazers on Thursdays instead of a packed 
basement of thirsty pizza animals. So now RRPP 
can be found back in the heart of Centretown at 
THE ROYAL OAK between Gilmour and MacLaren 
(AKA “THE DIRTY OAK”). The location may have 
changed (again), but one thing didn’t: RRPP’s 
gonna keep delivering the goods. Besides TY 
SEGALL, they’ve got some awesome shows lined 
up for spring/summer including THE GOODNIGHT 
LOVING (back for a second RRPP stint) and other 
out of town bands like the O-VOIDS and FEAR OF 
LIPSTICK. They’ve also got a slew of local shows 
and guest DJs coming up, as per usual. 


com/capitalcitycreeps) frontman/member of 
THE VISITORS (myspace.com/visitorsarecool) 
/asshole I hate: 

Yo Jerk. 

THE CREEPS just finished tracking and mix¬ 
ing two songs with Yogi at his MEATLOCKER 
studio for an upcoming split 7” with our 
friends FEAR OF LIPSTICK from Moncton. 
Each band is doing one original and one 
cover of the other band. We're currently 
scheduling some shows together in July 
and plan to have the record out in time for 
them. 

Kinda wish STD had stayed dead. 

Hope all's well in Jerkville (population: 
you), 

Skottie. 

What’s with all the split LPs, EPs and cassettes? 
It’s hard enough for me to try to write well, 
without it sounding like I’m just repeating my¬ 
self every paragraph. What this column needs 
right now is some band news that DOESN’T in¬ 
volve a split album. Oh, wait. Here’s the next 
best thing: a band with NO news, whose weirdo 
lead singer sent me an e-mail for OttaWHAT’S 
UP anyway. Take it away, Todd Fox from SAVAGE 
CRIMES ( myspace.com/savagecrimes): 

Jesse and Matt [from SAVAGE CRIMES-Ed.J 
are doing a lot of stuff with Mat Oxley 
[from WAX ATTIC and CRAZY OCEANJ in 
NERVOUS SYSTEM (www.myspace.com/ 
nervoussystemmmj, ladies wip out your 


tits. More people need to buy our tapes 
so I can afford more secondary education 
and taco bell. Well we are on the subject, 
there needs to be more taco bells in Otta¬ 
wa; I don't like having to got o st laurent 
for a crunchwrap. What do you think is a 
good logo for a t-shirt, benben? Heming¬ 
way sword fighting? 

So that’s what SAVAGE CRIMES are up to, as if they 
haven’t had enough exposure in this issue already. 
Although, to be fair, that was the first mention of 
NERVOUS SYSTEM this issue. Check those guys out 
if you like to smoke drugs but aren’t a spineless 
hippy about it (ie: you are cool). 

I just noticed another common thread: East Coast 
tours. Seems like a lot of bands are sinking gas 
money into going to a bunch of salty towns I’m 
not sure anybody really lives in. Case in point: 

Toronto’s METZ ( metztheband.com, myspace. 
com/metztheband) are gonna be bringing their 
HOOVER/SHELLAC/JESUS LIZARD sound out to 
Halifax, Moncton, Fredericton, Charlottetown, 
Sydney and Trenton from May 22nd-28th (they’re 
taking the 27th off in case you’re adding this up 
and wanna call bullshit on me) to support their 
first two 7”s, Soft Whiteout b/w Lump Sums 
which will be released on limited translucent 
blue vinyl for this tour only, and their brand new 
7”, Ripped on the Fence b/w Dry Up. 

I heard that in Halifax, the Trailer Park Boys con¬ 
stantly go out partying in character. I dunno if 
they still do, now that their show’s over, but it’s 
something to think about. 



Speaking of FEAR OF LIPSTICK, here’s an e-mail 
I got from Skottie Lobotomy, CREEPS (myspace. 
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Some local records in the works include SLEEPING 
PILOT’S ( sleepinspilot.com, myspace.com/sleep- 
ingpilot) new full length, Nuda Vita. They’re 
just putting the finishing touches on it now, but 
they have to shop around for a label, so they 
don’t know when it’s coming out. WHITE WIRES 
( myspace.com/theewhitewires) have a new batch 
of garage-pop songs they wanna record for an LP 
to replace their first one, cuz it’s sold out now. 
They’re also planning a trip into the States for this 
summer. SUPPOSITORIES {myspace.com/supposi¬ 
tories) are committing seven inches of harsh punk 
minimalism to wax real soon. I think that’s sup¬ 
posed to come out in the next couple of months. 
Recent P.TRASH signees SEDATIVES ( myspace. 
com/sedativesedatives) are finishing up their 
first 12” of their gothic organ punk shenanigans. 
Finally, an as-yet-unnamed new group featuring 
three FUCKING AAACHINES ( thefuckingmachines. 
net, myspace. com/thefuckingmachines)- Scott 
Terry, Dave Jackson and John Sproull-are team¬ 
ing up with Davey Quesnelle-from AAALE NURSE 
( myspace.com/mailnurse) and MOTHER’S CHIL¬ 
DREN ( motherschildren.blo 2 spot.com, myspace. 
com/motherschildren), among quadrillions of 
others-to release an EP by the end of summer. 
Scott’s keeping his heavily bearded lips heavily 
guarded on this one; he says he doesn’t “wanna 
pigeonhole this thing into a genre”. 

Unfortunately, it looks like Ottawa’s ‘80s hard¬ 
core style instant-party, THE FUCKING MACHINES’ 
activity’s gonna be limited to ONE show. In the 
summer. AAAYBE. 

That sucks. So let’s switch it to some good news. 
And who’s always got good news? The Gaga Man 
himself, Ian Manhire! Here he is, kids: 

First of all, the OTTAWA GAGA comp LP. 
Fifteen bands got together at Luke's stu¬ 
dio. Ian Showalla and Jordy Bonanza set 
up 65 microphones. The result is the 
most hi-fi badass nugget of classic punk 
rock music locked forever in time on an 
LP compilation that the record dorks of 
this city and beyond will never forget. It 
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gets better...since the whole thing was re¬ 
corded on the same setup, and mixxed and 
mastered by the same ears, it's got the 
feeling of an album. It's like a snapshot 
of 15 Ottawa bands in 2008-2009. It fea¬ 
tures exclusive tracks by the BEACH BLAN¬ 
KETS fmyspace.com/thebeachblanketsj, 
the VISITORS, SEDATIVES, the BOTCHED 
SUICIDES, the band who's name is a sym¬ 
bol, the M$M fmyspace.com/milliondol- 
larmarxistsj, SUPPOSITORIES, the CREEPS, 
MOTHER'S CHILDREN, the SAVAGE CRIMES, 
the FELINES fmyspace.com/thefelines- 
rulej, the FUCKING MACHINES, the HOLY 
COBRAS, the WHITE WIRES, and URANIUM 
COMEBACK fwww.myspace.com/uranium- 
comebackj. It's limited to 300 copies, and 
will be out this summer. 

Following the comp LP will be the WALNUT 
KIDS 45, the JOLIETTES 45, the SUPPOSI¬ 
TORIES 45, and the BEACH BLANKETS LPUl 
I'll fill you all in with details once the 
songs are all done and ready for print. 

And, best of all, here’s Ian with the lowdown 
on.... GAGA WEEKEND 2009 (myspace.com/ 
thegagaweekend )!!!! 

As though we could handle another one?? 

This year, we've added another five bands, 
changed the venues around some, and are 
sticking with what worked from last year. 

It's 30 bands, 5 dj's, 4 shows in 3 days, 
and 2 much fun! Starts off at the ROCK 
( N ROLL PIZZA PARTY on Thursday June 
11th with 3 bands, free admission. Friday 
June 12th house party at Cozzie's place 
with 5 bands at $5 admission, Saturday 
June 13th matinee show at Yogi's with 16 
bands!! It's also a bbq and is BYOB for $5 
admission, then the blowout on Saturday 
June 13th at night with five bands for $6 
admission!!! 

Your choice: paint your pants brown right 
now, or fill them with shit in June. 


I’m gonna wrap this up by mentioning a couple 
of early Ottawa punk bands that’ve popped up 
on the MySpace scene recently. That might 
sound like a step backwards from being dead 
and pretty much forgotten, but it’s not when 
you consider that both these bands ruled and 
people can actually listen to them now. Check 
out THE ACTION (myspace.com/theaction77) 
were formed in ‘77, making them Ottawa’s first 
punk band. But that alone wouldn’t mean a 
whole helluvalot, so it’s a good thing for their 
legacy that they were also awesome. So awe¬ 
some, they managed a spot on a US tour with 
THE RAMONES, but immigration problems fucked 
them out of it. 

SPRAY PAINT ( myspace.com/spraypaint1982) is 
another awesome classic Ottawa punk band (this 
one from ‘82) but these guys never got offered 
to tour with THE RAMONES or anything like that. 
In fact, they never played outside of their mom’s 
laundry room. Gary, David and Billy Lidbetter 
were just little kids when they put their guitar, 
tiny amp, snarling vocals and “barely any drum 
kit” onto tape in that Kanata laundry room back 
in ‘82. The “promo photos” and artwork are hi¬ 
larious, and the music is pretty fucking impres¬ 
sive. I don’t know what his brothers are up to 
now, but Billy is DJ Billy from the ALOHA ROOM 
(which is a piece of shit now thanks to douchebag 
owners) and the drummer for SUPPOSITORIES. 

Alright. That’s it, that’s all. See ya next time. 

WANT A SOURCE FOR LOCAL BAND NEWS AND GO¬ 
INGS ON THAT'S EVEN MORE UP TO THE MINUTE 
THAN A PHOTOCOPIED ( ZINE THAT COMES OUT 
EVERY THREE MONTHS? 

COMPUTER IT UP OVER AT OTTAWAEXPLOSION. 
COM AND GET WHAT YOU NEED TO NOT BE 
BORED! A 
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FUCKED CORPSE- Apple Meat b/w Rising Tide 7” 

A whole bunch of friends coming together to deliver their first 
slice of noisey pop pie, on a tasty little slab of 7 vinyl. 


FUCKED CORPSE- Cat Pants Sports Alley 
WAX ATTIC- THC Ice Cream Headache 
Split 12" of Ottawa stoner pop meets Montreal jammer shredding. 


: SAVAGE CRIMES- S/T c24 

P First release from this drrrrrty punk powerhouse. Rippin' 

| and roarin' chainsaw guitar laid over the tightest rhythm section 
>: in the city. Studio recorded A-side, party in a can on the B-side. 


MALE NURSE- All My Friends Are Assholes c21 
After much anticiptation, Davey of M$M/Quebexico fame fully 
delivers with 8 gorgeous heartbreakers, with falling somewhere 

between Bill Callahan and Born Against. 


CRAZY OCEAN- Rad Cliff c24 Tape 
Half of Wax Attic and one third of Nervous System letting 
us into his mind through catchy-as-all-hell fuzzed out singalongs 
about friendship, dogs, and vampires. 


Coming Soon: Fucked Corpse Cassingle and Full Length 
Holy Cobras/Grand Trine Split, Allie Hanlon Solo Tape, Totally Ripped Tape, 

Self Surgery and much much more! 

All releases are available at Sounds Unlikely or at www.bruisedtongue.com 







the GAGA 
WEEKEND 

JUNE 11, 12, 13 


SEDATIVES///the MOTHERS CHILDREN///the VISITORS///the HOLY COBRAS 
NERVOUS SYSTEM///the SAVAGE CRIMES///URANIUM COMEBACK 
the BEACH BLANKETS///the BALCONIES///BRIGHTS///FUCKED CORPSE 
the GIRLFRIENDS///GUNSMOKE///ZEBRAS EARS///the FELINES 
the BOTCHED SUICIDES///the JOLIETTES///TOKYO SEX WHALE 
the FORTUNATE SONS///the WHITE WIRES///:::»»///the FUCKING MACHINES 
SUPPOSITORIES///the SCHOOL JERKS///the CREEPS///the STATUES 
the CENTRETOWN CRIPPLERS///the SONIC AVENUES///the M$M 

brought to you by GOING GAGA RECORDS///the ROCK N ROLL PIZZA PARTY 
COZZIE’S DREAMBOAT///YOGI PEROGI’S BEAT CAVE///BABYLON NIGHTCLUB 
BIRDMAN SOUND///CHUO FM 89.1///CKCU FM 93.1///PUNKOTTAWA.COM 
STANDARD ISSUE TRAINWRECK OF A MAGAZINE 

www.myspace.com/thegagaweekend 




